POEMS OLD AND NEW
Listening ever, but not catching
The customary cry,
" Gome buy, come buy,"
With its iterated jingle
Of sugar-baited words :
Not for all her watching
Once discerning even one goblin
Racing^hisking, tumbling, hobbling ;
Let alone the herds
That used to tramp along the glen,                       10
In groups or single,
Of brisk fruit-merchant men.
Till Lizzie urged, " O Laura, come ;
I hear the fruit-call, but I dare not look :
You should not loiter longer at this brook :
Come with me home.
The stars rise, the moon bends her arc,
Each glowworm winks her spark,
Let us get home before the night grows dark :
For clouds may gather                                           20
Though this is summer weather,
Put out the lights and drench us through ;
Then if we lost our way what should we do ? "
Laura turned cold as stone
To find her sister heard that cry alone,
That goblin cry,
" Gome buy our fruits, come buy."
Must she then buy no more such dainty fruit ?
Must she no more such succous pasture find,
Gone deaf and blind ?                                            30
Her tree of life drooped from the root :
She said not one word in her heart's sore ache *
But peering thro' the dimness, nought discerning,
Trudged home, her pitcher dripping all the way ;
So crept to bed, and lay
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